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The mojl lamentable T rage die 

Marrie for Iuftice file is fo imployd, 

Hethinkcswith /oatfinheauen.orfomewhere clfe, 

So that perforce you muft needs flay a time. 

Titus. He doth me wrong to feed me with delay es, 
lie diueinto theburninglake below, 

And pull her out of Acaron by the heeles. 
cJMarcus wearebutfhrubs,no Cedars we, 
Nobig-bond-men,framdofthe Cyclops fize, 

But mettal Marcus, ftceleto the very backe. 

Yet wrung with wrongs more then our backs eanbeare: 
Andfith thercs no iufticein earth nor hell, 

■We will folicite heauen, and moue the Gods, 

To fend downe Iuftice for to wreakeour wrongs : 

Come to this geare,youareagood Archer Marcus* 

He gusts them she Arr owes. 

Act Iottcm , thats for you, here ad Apollonetu^ 

Ad Martem , thats for my felfc, 

Here boy to Pallas, here to Mercury , 

To Saturnine , to Cains, n ot to Saturnine , 

You were as good to ftioote ag^inft the winde. 

Too it boy, Marcus loofe when 1 bid, 

Ofmy- word, I haue written to effect, 

Thercs not a God left vnfollicited, . 

Marcus Kinfmen, /hoot all your fliafts into the Court, 
"We will afflift the Emperour in his pride. 

Titus. Now Mailters draw, oh well laid Lucius, 

Good boy in V rgoes lap, giue it Pallas. 
rJMarc. My Lord, 1 aime a mile beyond the Moones 
Your letter is with Inciter by this. 

Thus. Ha, ba^Pubhus, Publius, what haft thou done ? 
See, fee, th,o>i haft &ot off one of Taurus Hornes, 

Marcus. This was the fport my Lord, when Publius ihot, 

The Bull being gald, gauc Aries fuch a knocke, 

ThatdownefellboththeRamshornesin theCourt, 
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